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Picking 


Author's Notes: 

WARNING: This story is about bondage and submission, and the teaching of such to a young woman. If this 
theme bothers you, then do not proceed further. If you are underage or the content is illegal in your area, do 
not proceed further. 

This is my first fic, so please be gentle in your criticisms. Feedback is most welcome! 


A sunny day in Ohio. You wouldn't expect this sort of thing to happen on a sunny day, and especially not in 
Ohio. But, happen it did, and tell you about it | must. | remember it well. 


It was a Sunday. | had gone to Church that morning, and | was going to a concert that night. My mother made 
me wear a jacket, and told me to be careful. | had just turned twenty. The concert was being held at an arena, 
as so many of them are. | drove my dad's SUV, paid for valet parking, and left the jacket in the car. My ticket 
was for the floor, and I'd gotten there early to get a good spot. | stood to the side, among the crowd but not 
of it. My gold-blonde hair fell loose to my waist, and the tee shirt under my corset wasn't really warm 
enough, but | didn't dare go back to get my jacket. The dark wash jeans | wore fit snugly over my ass, flaring 


to cover the boots | wore. It was nearly an hour before they would open the gates, so | looked up and out and 


watched a gaggle of geese, which were more interesting to me than the people around me. Sometimes, people 
would try to talk to me, but I'm blunt and to the point, and I've been told | have a way if looking at people with 
my cat green eyes that's just creepy: mostly | got left alone. 

| was watching a gosling waddle after its mother when a nasally voice behind me asked, "Whatcha watching?” | 
turned and looked at the man who'd spoken. He was short, barely over my 5'4" frame, with a pimply 
complexion and nervous eyes. | didn't miss the way his eyes latched onto my breasts through my shirt. | was 
wearing provocative clothes, though, so | couldn't fault him for it. | blinked at him slowly. 

"Um. The geese," | said, jerking my head at the gaggle behind me. He looked, and we watched for a moment 
together. Then he looked behind him, and again | thought to myself, this guy's nervous about something. He 
turned to me and smiled-his teeth were a little yellow. 

"Someone has been watching you," he said quietly, trying not to be overheard by the others. | raised a brow, 
trying to look bored and intimidating rather than a little creeped out. He continued, "They'd like to meet you, 
after the show." He passed me something, hiding it in his sleeve. | took it and, being curious, looked down at it. | 
gasped and looked sharply at him-a backstage pass?! He smiled wider and said, "Hide it, you don't want someone 
stealing it” | put it the only place | knew | wouldn't lose it-down the front of my corset. It barely fit, so tightly 
was it laced, and he bobbed his head and left, melting through the crowd that had formed. Standing in line now, 
my head reeled. Did he mean who | thought he meant? Was Apocalyptica watching me? | moved inside with the 
rest of the fans, handing my ticket over to be scanned in a fog. 

| managed to get a place near the stage, but not so near I'd have to worry about crowd surfers and moshers. 
Throughout the openers’ songs, | was thinking about the peculiar timing, and wondering if | shouldn't just go 
home after the concert. Sometimes | wish | had. Then, in the middle of my thoughts, they came onstage. Cellos 
held high, shirts off, lights and fog going everywhere, they strutted onstage. There was Eicca, all long blonde 
hair and power; Mikko, twirling his sticks and grinning maniacally; Paavo, radiating good will and fun; and Per Hu, 
my personal favorite, looking dark and sinful and READY to kick some musical ass. He looked out over the 
crowd, and | swear he saw me. He smiled a wicked little smile right into my eyes as they began to play, and 
then he looked away, as if | had never been there. 

Of course, the show was phenomenal. They played old songs with new songs, head banging and prancing around, 
full of knowing their effect on people. The crowd was wild, the energy was high, and | danced and sang along 
with everyone else, unaware that Perttu made his way around the stage and pointed me out to the others. 
When the last encore was played and they finally left the stage, instead of making my way out like everyone 
else, | wiggled through the crowd to the front and spoke briefly with a security guard, showing him my pass. 
He directed me to a side entrance. There must have been thirty men there, and twice that many females, all 
blocking the door. I'd always been the small kid, though, so | made my way through the crowd to the front, 
making enemies along the way. One woman, though she couldn't have been older than seventeen, told me | would 
pay for jumping line, and was going to grab my hair, when the door opened, and a security guard stepped out. 
"Does anyone have a pass?" He asked as if he knew the answer, and it was of course not. | think his eyes were 
widest when | fished mine out of my clothes. The feisty seventeen year old suddenly acted like we were 
besties, and it did my heart good to simply look at her until she dropped her hand off my arm and looked 
away, frowning fiercely. It took immerse willpower, but | didn't tell her to be careful her face didn't freeze like 
that. | was allowed through the door, alone. 

Another guard led me down a short hallway to a door in the bowels if the arena, and after briefly knocking, 
settled against the opposite wall, leaving me standing like an offering before the door. It swung wide open, 
revealing Mikko on the other side. His smile widened at the sight of me, and he stepped back to let me in. | 


smiled shyly back, unsure what to do, hoping my emotions didn't all show on my face. In the little room 
sprawled the band and no one else, which | thought was strange. Where were the others with passes? Paavo 
was stretched on the couch seat, eyes shut and fingers moving on his leg in riffs. Mikko closed the door and 
went to the back of the couch, laying across it and patting his hands on the older man's stomach to keep the 
beat. Perttu lay on the floor on his back, long black hair spread beneath him like wings. Unbidden, a picture 
formed in my head of me just biting and licking my way down that bare torso. With effort, | looked away to 
see Eicca standing at an ice bucket with a bottle of water in one hand and a beer in the other. He held then 
both up and cocked a brow: which did | want? 

"The water, please. I'm not old enough to drink, and anyway l'm driving." | smiled and crossed the room to take 
it from him, unaware of the eyes following my every move. 

"How old are you?" Paavo asked, with a wariness of tone | didn't understand. 

"| actually just turned twenty, so I'm kind of in between things now," | replied. At their questioning looks, | 
continued, "Old enough to vote but too young to drink-legally an adult, but not completely." They nodded in 
understanding, and | took a drink, grateful for the cool moisture. 

Perttu asked from the floor, "Why do you wear a shirt under that corset?" | blinked at him for a moment, 
taken aback at his bluntness, them heard myself answer, "Because it's not modest for me to wear it without 
one." 

"Then why wear it at all?" he quested, eyes lazily shut. 

"Um. Well, | like the way they make me look, and the way they feel" | hadn't meant to say that last part. Not 
knowing what else to do, | took another drink-the show had made me thirsty! Perttu smiled that wicked little 
smile, as if I'd said something teasing. Eicca stepped closer to me, almost crowding me, and | smelled his scent 
if musk and sweat and man. It made my insides tingle a litle. 

"And what about the way they make you feel do you like so much?" He asked, lifting his fingers to run them 
through my hair. It felt so good, but at the same time | started to feel a little nervous. His tone, if | hadn't 
known better, was seductive, but | answered anyway. 

"When laced right, as this one is, they're tight enough so you have some trouble breathing, and you're forced 
to have good posture. They make me feel.held, | guess, and for whatever reason | really like it" | drank again, 
wicked thoughts about Eicca flitting through my mind. | was so glad no one could read minds! Perttu had gotten 
up, soundlessly crossing behind me as | was turned to Eicca, and he put his hands on my hips below the 
corset. It made me jump a little, sloshing water in the bottle as | whipped my head around to see him. His long 
fingered hands held my hips in place though so | couldn't turn fully. 

"So lets sum up," he said, his accent making every word exotic. "You like to be forced into some things, you 
like parts of your life to be controlled by someone or something else, and you enjoy being held tightly. A 
sensual combination, don't you think, Eicca?" The question was innocent enough, but the tone and the looks they 
exchanged weren't. Eicca stepped closer, sandwiching me between them. | put my hands up against his chest in 
defense, and his blue eyes cought mine, almost hyprotically. 

"Yes, | do," he replied, taking the bottle from me and smiling gently. He passed the nearly empty water bottle 
to Mikko and framed my face with his big, callused hands. | tried to speak, but something was wrong. Why 
couldn't | make mouth work? My gaze still caught in Eicca's, | didn't feel Perttu bend over me until his breath 
was on my neck. He sank his teeth into my shoulder, just where it met my neck, and bit down. | made a cross 
between moan and a groan, my knees gave way, and my eyes slammed shut. When he lifted his mouth from 
my flesh, he grinned at Eicca 

"Well, that answers that question," Paavo murmured from the couch, where he'd sat up to watch. | was 


fighting my eyes back open and barely heard him. Part of me was panicking, asking what the hell was going on, 
but that part was blocked by a wall of pulsing lust. That one bite from Perttu had done more for me than all 
the kisses I'd ever had put together. | looked at Eicca, slowly realizing that only Perttu's arm around me was 
keeping me upright. Eicca smiled at me, a trace of heat in his eyes, and knelt down in front of me. | must have 
made some small noise, because Perttu whispered against my ear, "Sssh, he's just going to take off your shoes 
and socks. Won't that be more comfortable" | relaxed again, watching Eicca as if through a tunnel. Mikko piped 
up, "Is she on something? She looks like she's on something right now." Eicca looked up at me and said, "Nah, 
she's just relaxed, aren't you darling?" | felt myself nod, then lifted my foot so he could take the boot and sock 
off. He did the other one and carried them away while Perttu turned me around My bare feet were hot on 
the concrete floor, but | didn't notice. | only saw his eyes as he slowly bent down to kiss me. His hand slid up 
into my hair at the base if my scalp, and as he began to work my mouth with his, his fingers tightened in my 
hair. | groaned into his mouth. Kissing him back passionately. | felt his tongue against my mouth, and without 
even thinking about it | opened to him. He crushed his lips to mine, feeding at my mouth with teeth and tongue, 
his other hand pressing me to him. | felt the bulge in his pants against my leg and my brain started working 
overtime. My eyes snapped open | tried to pull back, but his hand in my hair wouldn't let me. My hand 
scrabbled at his shoulders, pushing at him and trying to make him let me go. He growled in his throat and 
looked behind me, and suddenly Eicca was there. He took my wrists and held them behind my back, pressing up 
so my chest was pushed up and out. It hurt, but it felt good, too, and | didn't understand. Eicca murmured 
against my ear, "Shhh. We're not going to do anything you don't want to do." Perttu controlled my head, Eicca 
my hands, and | felt myself giving in to the hypnotizing quality of Eicca's voice and Perttu's mouth. | relaxed 
again, slowly. Perttu's grip on my waist gentled, and he slipped a finger in between the waistband of my jeans 
and the bottom of the corset. It gave me shivers, and in trembling against him | felt his cock jerk against me. 
He broke the kiss and said something in Finnish that made the others laugh. Then he looked in my eyes and 
said, "Naughty girl, fighting me like that. We'll have to teach you some manners." He let go of my hair and 
moved to the laces on my corset. 

"Wh-what are you doing?" | asked, voice shaky. He cocked his head and grinned. 

"What does it look like?" he asked, in a falsely innocent tone of voice. Mikko appeared at our side with a strange 
contraption in his hands: a large rubber ball connected to two leather straps. | looked at it and opened my 
mouth to ask what it was-l never got the chance, for as soon as | opened my lips again, Mikko popped that ball 
into my mouth and swiftly buckled the straps behind my head. Eicca tightened his grip on my wrists, 
anticipating my struggles. 

"Don't worry, sweetheart," Pavvo said from the couch. "You'll get used to it, and it'll keep you from getting to 
noisy." He sounded so fatherly and reassuring, | thought he might help me get away, so | looked over at him 
and got a rude shock. Not only had he removed his shirt, but his pants were open, and he was stroking his 
cock idly while he watched. My eyes got huge-l'd never seen a man's penis before. It made him laugh. "Oh 
darling, if you think l'm big, you should see Eicca!" | blushed and looked away, and he laughed again. 

By this time Perttu had finished unlacing me, and as he opened the front busk of the garment, | felt that 
wonderful release that comes from taking a corset off. My shirt was soaked where the corset had pressed, 
but no one seemed to care. Mikko was there again, this time with a pair of leather cuffs. | started to tug on 
my wrists as hard as | could, but Eicca once again outsmarted me. He pulled my arms high behind me, forcing 
me to bend at the waist if | didn't want my shoulders dislocated, and he gave me four hard swats on my ass. 
It hurt a little, but more it shocked me, so they were able to cuff my hands with a minimum of fuss. Perttu 
had scissors now, and despite my muffled babbling, proceeded to cut my tee shirt away, until | was exposed 


from the waist up. | felt tears in my eyes, of fear and panic and embarrassment, and | bowed my head so my 
hair fell in front of me, covering my breasts. They were having none of it, though. Eicca took a handful if my 
hair and gently pulled my head up to look at Perttu. Eicca bundled all my hair into a long braid and secured it 
while Perttu eyed me critically. | closed my eyes and let the tears fall. Then | felt hands on my waist and a 
tongue on my cheeks. Perttu was licking up my tears as they fell. | opened my eyes, startled, but he just kept 
licking until they were all gone. He licked his lips and studied me. 

"You're very beautiful, you know," he said matter-of-factly. "Your breasts are full and ripe, with large, plump, 
pink nipples and dark aureolas. Your skin is luminous, and it will be a pleasure to mark it." Panic must have 
shown in my eyes, because he added, "But don't worry, we won't hurt you too much." With that cryptic 
murmur, he slid his hands from my hips up my sides to my breasts, cupping them in his clever hands. 
Watching my face, he rolled my left nipple between his fingers, looking pleased when it tightened immediately. 
My breath caught in my throat and | sighed harshly, watching his fingers on my breast. | heard a rustling 
sound behind me, but didn't look. Behind Perttu, Mikko and Paavo were naked on the couch, both lazily fondling 
themselves and watching me. | blushed again and looked back at Perttu. His eyes caught mine and he bent his 
head to my right nipple. | tried to gasp and moan at the same time, feeling the heat from his mouth and the 
wetness of his tongue on my skin. Eicca stepped around me to Perttu, and the rustling sound became clear: 
he'd shed his clothes. He started to unbuckle Perttu's belt, then went on his knees and took off Perttu's shoes 
first. Still on the floor, he reached up and unfastened Perttu's pants, sliding down the zipper competently. He 
began to work the tight leather off the dark haired man's hips, and | saw that he was bare beneath-no 
underwear for Perttu! When he was completely nude, he lifted his head from softly licking me and smiled down 
at Eicca. | got a good look at Eicca then, and | blushed once more- he was huge! To my inexperienced eyes, he 
looked to have some horse in his family tree, and he was maybe at half mast. Perttu was impressive himself, 
and being fully erect scared me a lot more than Eicca for some reason. When | finally tore my gaze from his 
crotch, | looked into PertHu's eyes and let my fear show, still hoping that this was a dream or a joke. He simply 
flicked his thumbs over my nipples again, causing a strange sensation between my legs. His eyes were 
thoughtful on mine, and his voice was carefully blank when he spoke. 

If you want me to stop, nod your head" | gabbled behind the gag, trying to ask a myriad of questions, but he 
shook his head. "I'm not taking that off for a bit, unless you really, Really, really don't want what we're 
offering you," he said, drawing my attention to his hands on his rampant hardon. My eyes trailed down his 
body, flicked to Eicca--still on his knees--and went to the two listening closely on the couch. To everyone's 
surprise, including my own, | shook my head no. Perttu's eyes narrowed. 

"You want this?" | nodded without really thinking. "You're sure?" he asked once more. | solved the problem by 
stepping to him and laying my head on his bare shoulder. My heart was pounding, half from fear and half from 
excitement and arousal. What red-blooded fan wouldn't want what | was about to have, even if it was..well, a 
little..different than | may have imagined. 

"She's wearing too much," complained Mikko. | looked accusingly over at him, but the damage was done. Perttu 
hooked a finger in the waistband of my jeans and pulled me a few steps toward the couch before | dug in my 
heels and stopped. | wasn't sure | was ready for all that waited for me on the couch. Impatiently, he frowned 
at me and said, "If | have to drag you or pick you up, | will, but you won't like it" | dropped my gaze at the 
censure in his tone and went quietly after that. He led me behind the couch, Mikko and Paavo watching the 
whole time, and pushed my hips flush to the couch back. He put a warm hand on my back and pushed until | 
bent at the waist over the back of the couch, my head in between the two men already there. Paavo 


immediately started stroking my hair and cheeks and murmuring in Finnish to me. It helped calm me down a 


little, until | felt Perttu's strong fingers come between me and the couch to efficiently undo the snap of my 
jeans and wriggle down the zipper. His hands dipped into the top of the waistband and, leaving my panties, he 
slid the jeans down my legs. Mikko knelt up on the couch to see better and grunted in satisfaction 

"White cotton. | love white cotton on a woman's ass." Paavo and Eicca murmured in agreement, both looking 
hungrily at my assets. Humiliation flared, bright and hot, and | bowed my head, but Paavo knew just what to do 
to soothe it. He kissed me around the gag and all over my cheek and temple. One of his large hands slipped 
down to fondle my breasts, and | felt myself relax a bit. Eicca came in front of the couch and stood watching 
while Perttu got rid of the jeans. Perttu traced the line where my underwear met my flesh with the tip of 
one finger, making me shudder again. 

"Paavo, Mikko, play with her tits for me," he said, slipping one finger over my nether lips. It was still on top of 
my panties, but | jerked and whimpered all the same. Paavo shushed me and he and Mikko did what Perttu had 
asked. | felt a tingling in my belly and a strange feeling..lower, but I'd never felt it before so | didn't know it was 
wetness. Perttu rubbed that one finger over my panties until | stopped jerking every time he moved, but then 
he pressed firmly against me, cupping my sex with one hand. | started making involuntary motions with my 
hips, my breath coming faster, and | stared wildly at Eicca, who was stroking his huge cock to full wakefulness. 
Perttu used the other hand to slip my underwear off of first one hip than the other, using both hands to 
slide it down to lay at my feet. His hand returned to my pussy, fingers almost inside me but not, and my hips 
twitched again, this time in invitation He dipped a finger inside me, swirling the pad of it over my clit as if he 
had a map. | moaned and gasped, all but begging now, but still apprehensive. Perttu slid another fingertip in, 
pressing my clit between the two fingertips and pulling gently. | nearly lost my mind. Then he used his other 
hand to slide two fingers inside me. | clenched around him, making eager noises in my throat, eyes riveted on 
Eicca's hands and their rhythm on his cock. | wanted everything they were offering, and damn the 
consequences. The hands on my breasts were massaging me, rolling and pinching the tight nipples and lightly 
slapping them, giving me an almost overloaded sensation Perttu took one hand away from me and guided 
himself to my opening. | felt the head slip inside and went very still, not daring to move. He must have felt the 
barrier of my innocence, because he said something in Finnish, his voice apprehensive. Eicca frowned a little and 
brought his face level to mine. 

"Are you absolutely, positively, one hundred percent certain you want this?" he asked quietly. | appreciated the 
sentiment, | really did. What | didn't appreciate was the fact that they'd all stopped. | nodded frantically, knowing 
my eyes were wild on his. He smiled a small, sad smile, and looked at Perttu, who slipped the rest of the way 
inside me. 

Fire slithered cruelly through me, but with the attentions of Paavo and Mikko and the sight of Eicca, not to 
mention Perttu's other hand playing with my clit, the fire dulled quickly to be replaced by warmth that spread 
out from his cock in my body. | thought this was best, but then he moved, and my knees gave out. | 
practically hung on the back of the couch while he drew out slowly, letting me get used to it. | groaned and my 
head fell down so | couldn't see Eicca anymore, but that was ok, too. He simply came to me. 

Mikko and Paavo's hands fell away, and someone fumbled with the buckle at the back of my head. Perttu slid 
into me again, very slowly, and my hips bucked for him, pleading for him to go faster, but when he was inside 
to his balls, he stopped and waited for Eicca. Eicca pulled my head up by the base of the braid and worked the 
gag out of my somewhat stiff jaw. 

"You're going to be a good girl now, yes?" he asked quietly. | nodded, not trusting myself to speak. He tut- 
tuted. "That won't do. You will call us all Master, and you may be specific if you must, but you will answer 
when spoken to. Do you understand?" Perttu gave a little twitch with his hips to let me know he was still 


there, waiting, and | gasped out, "Y-y-yes, Master!" Eicca smiled and nodded, looked at Perttu, and tightened his 
hold on my hair. | whimpered a bit, closing my eyes to the sensation. Then | felt something touch my lips. My 
eyes opened to see Eicca's cock all but in my mouth. My eyes flew up to him, but he only lifted a brow and 
cocked his head, as if daring me to beg him not mouth fuck me. | looked at his cock and then back at him, and 
tentatively parted my lips. 

"Wider," he murmured, and | complied, dropping my jaw. He guided himself into my mouth, all the while with 
Mikko whispering things like "wrap your lips over your teeth" and "bob your head just a little." Eicca threw 
back his head in extacy, muscles staring as he tried not to hurt me. It must have been painfully obvious that 
it was my first time here, too. | let my tongue play a little over his shaft, and was rewarded by his grunt of 
pleasure. Under Mikko's advice, | started to get into it a bit, lapping at the head and swirling my tongue around 
the mid shaft. Eicca slid more inside my mouth, and | learned to arch my neck and not try to swallow. Eicca 
and Perttu were, for a moment, both sheathed inside my body at the same time. Then Perttu had had enough. 
He began to truly fuck my pussy, sliding out and slamming in in a harsh rhythm that made me cry out around 
the cock in my mouth, which made Eicca happier. He began to fuck my face in shallower strokes so | didn’t gag. 
| looked to the side and Mikko was giving Paavo head on one side, the brunette's fingers guiding the drummer's 
head up and down and Mikko's clever hands working Paavo's shaft and balls. 

Perttu hadn't forgotten about my earlier struggles. He began to spank my ass, first on one side, then the 
other, his hands leaving red prints on my white flesh. His strokes fell progressively harder, until | was crying 
out as each blow landed. The swats hurt, but a delicious heat was building low in my belly. He was timing his 
thrusts with the smacks, so | started anticipating the blows, even pumping my hips back against him. He let 
out a strangled laugh, then a long moan, and went into a whole new gear with his thrusts. He pounded himself 
into my body, no longer caring about being gentle, and his blows became harsher. | would have welts from his 
hands. Eicca spoke one word in Finnish, his face tight with pleasure and concentration. He spilled into my mouth 
with one final thrust, pouring his hot cum down my throat. | almost balked at the taste, but he gave me no 
time to refuse it. | swallowed gob after gob of his salty jism, and for some reason this was the final straw for 
me. The pressure that had been building in me broke. | came hard, screaming around Eicca's still-hard dick and 
meeting Perttu thrust for thrust. As | clenched tight around him, | heard him murmur, "That's right, Baby, 
cum for us all." He moaned long and loud and came inside me. | could feel the hot juice shoot into me, and he 
kept fucking me until he was empty. With a final, triumphant slap on my sore ass, he pulled out just as Eicca 
did. Eicca released my hair and | simply hung over the back of the couch, exhausted from my first orgasm. 


But they most certainly weren't done with me yet.. 


Continued... 


Taking 


Paavo picked me up off the back of the couch and carried me to the center of the room where he laid me on 
my back on the floor. The leather cuffs bit into my back and wrists a little, but | ignored it. He pushed my 
legs up so my feet were flat on the floor, my knees apart, exposing everything to him. | would have closed my 
legs if he'd let me, but he had his hands firmly on my knees. He smiled gently down at me and slid into me. He 
was large, though not as large as Eicca, and as he simply waited, looking down at me, | wondered if he was 
trying to drive me insane. | gasped, and he smiled wider as my muscles trembled around him, as my hips 
jerked up. He knew | was close to begging, but he held still, and something in his gaze told me to be still 

Mikko knelt behind him, a tube of something medicinal in his hand. | didn't know what it was until he squirted 
some in his hand and began to rub it over his cock, tossing the lubricant to Eicca. Then he moved closer to 
Paavo, and by the latter's grunt and shudders as he clenched his eyes shut and tipped his head down, | knew 
Mikko had slid inside him. For reasons | didn't understand, this made my whole body tingle, and | sucked in air in 
a kind of strangled gasp. Mikko began to kiss and lick the side of Paavo's neck and reached around him to play 
with his nipples. 

| had nearly forgotten Perttu and Eicca were in the world, until they knelt on either side of me, small steel 
contraptions held in their hands. Perttu held on up and explained, 

"This is called a Japanese Clover Clamp. It doesn't hurt much." | tensed at those words, but he lowered his 
mouth to my nipple and bit down gently. My back arched, raising me partway off the floor, and | barely noticed 
Eicca attaching the other clamp. Perttu released me, and | slumped back down, panting slightly. He clipped the 
other one on my pebbly nipple, and he was right--it didn't hurt all that badly. Just a small, steady ache. 

Paavo must have been waiting for them to finish. He began to glide in and out of me while Mikko remained still, 
essentially letting Paavo impale himself on Mikko's cock while fucking me at the same time. Perttu and Eicca 
started sliding their fingers around my clamped nipples, keeping them pebble hard. It was torturous. It was 
wonderful. Now | didn't wonder--I knew they were trying to drive me mad. | pressed my feet on the floor to 
lift my hips higher for Paavo. 

"Please, what?" Eicca asked quietly. | blinked at him, suddenly aware that I'd been saying please over and over 
under my breath. He cocked an eyebrow and tugged on the string attached to his side's clamp, making it 
tighten painfully. | gasped, hard, feeling things low in my body tighten at the pain "Please, what?" he repeated, 
his tone brooking no argument. | opened my mouth to speak, and blanked on what to say. 

"Do you want him to go faster?" Perttu asked, being helpful. Paavo's rhythm never faltered, his tempo never 
wavered. | turned wide eyes to Perttu and nodded, pleading with my eyes. He grinned wickedly. 

"Then you will say it," Eicca said quietly, still keeping tension on the string. "Say, ‘Please fuck me, Master 
Paavo." | shuddered and whimpered, then looked at Paavo. His face wasn't even strained, as though he could go 
for years at that slow, steady, maddening pace. | licked my lips and whispered, 

"Please. P-p-please f-fuck me, M-Master Paavo!" He groaned and tightened his grip on my knees, changed 
gears, and began slamming himself back and forth. Mikko cried out wordlessly behind Paavo, throwing his head 
back as Paavo's hips pistoned on and off him rapidly. My toes curled in response to the power | felt radiating 
from Paavo, much like what he possessed onstage. His cock slammed in and out of me wildly, and | could feel 
myself losing it. My hands grasped at air behind me, desperate for something to hold on to, straining against 
the cuffs. Eicca, who had let go of the string at my spoken plea to Paavo, now pulled it taut again, while Perttu 
licked gently around the other clamp, his long dark hair falling forward to brush my skin, and that was all it 


took. | screamed, mindlessly moving the only part of me | could, slamming my head back against the floor hard 
enough to see stars. Perttu swore in Finnish, putting his hand behind my head to cushion it slightly. Paavo 
groaned long and loud, coming hard in jerking motions inside me. 

Even then, they were none of them finished with me. | was stunned, both from my self-inflicted blow to the 
head and from the enormity of the pleasure they were helping me to take. My breath came fast and hard, my 
limbs were limp, but they didn't care, and neither did |. Paavo pulled away, and Perttu and Eicca rolled me over 
onto my stomach. The pain in my nipples from the blood rushing into them and the weight of my breasts 
helped clear my fuzzy head a bit, and | pushed my cheek into the cold floor, wondering what they could 
possibly want to do now. Eicca put his arm under my belly and lifted my hips so my knees were holding up my 
lower body. Paavo came back, holding a few more items from their bottomless toy chest. One of them was the 
gag, which he fit back into my mouth, stroking my hair as he buckled it. There was also a low wooden block, 
carved into a wavy pattern. This he placed under my shoulders so they were resting on it, ensuring my face 
and chest weren't pressed into the floor. My breasts hung behind the block, clamps scraping the ground a bit, 
and | could barely keep my head up. The last thing he brought was a kind of pole with a cuff on each end. He 
fixed the cuffs to my ankles, spreading them wider, and when he was done, | couldn't close my legs. Perttu and 
Eicca were watching me, idly touching themselves, but | didn't know where Mikko was. | thought he was behind 
me, but Paavo's next words distracted me from my fruitless search. He'd come to my front and rested his 
hands on my hair. 

"You probably won't like this at first, but its a skill you should learn. Relax, breathe, and let yourself enjoy it- 
-| did" With that, Paavo looked over my head and nodded, and | felt Mikko spreading something cold into my 
anus. My eyes flew wide, and | babbled through the gag, pleas and protests and even threats that were all 
ignored as the gibberish they were. | tried to move away from those hot fingers as he slipped one inside me, 
but Paavo held me in place. | realized | couldn't stop this thing from happening to me, but the thought didn't 
frighten me. Instead, it relaxed me somewhat, and | bowed my head down to concentrate on feeling. Eicca didn't 
allow this for long. He came over and pulled my head up gently by my hair, affixing a rest below my chin that 
held my head up at an uncomfortable angle, so they could see my face. Mikko slid another finger in me, and | 
closed my eyes and prayed | wouldn't regret this in the morning. | could feel distress from Paavo, his hands 
stroking my hair and back and even fondling my breasts, all the time murmuring soothingly in Finnish. He was 
trying to help me through, to comfort me. But Mikko chose that moment to remove his fingers and push the 
tip of his cock inside my ass. It wasn't as painful as I'd worried it would be, and | felt a now-familiar throb in 
my abdomen, which again | didn't understand. | heard happy noises in front of me, and my curiosity was 
awakened. | opened my eyes to see Perttu and Eicca kissing, wrapped in each other's arms and fondling each 
other. | made a low, helpless noise of desire, which made them both look at me. Perttu whispered in Eicca's 
ear, who nodded, and Perttu crawled to just in front of me, leaning forward so his chest met the floor and his 
ass was raised in the air--exactly like me. Eicca knelt behind him, smoothing lube over his cock and Perttu's 
opening. My eyes widened, and | forgot my own discomfort in favor of a new thought. How was all that 
belonged to Eicca going to fit inside delicate Perttu? The latter laughed at my expression, and Mikko was able 
to slide another inch or so inside. | tightened up again, of course, but my body was beginning to be used to the 
feeling. 

"The trick to it," Perttu said with a smile for me, "is to relax all your muscles and let go. It really feels 
wonderful, and besides, Mikko may not be small, but he's at least smaller in width than Eicca" Then he sighed 
and closed his eyes as Eicca pushed all that wide length inside him in one motion. Mikko moved in further, and | 
felt his hips against me--he was all the way inside, and it just wasn't that bad. He paused, letting my body 


adjust, then began to draw out. Thaf felt just fine, but of course, he slid right back in, fighting my body's 
tightness and his body's eagerness. He was being incredibly gentle, but Eicca was not. He had a handful of that 
long black hair in one hand and had set a fast pace. The strangled noises Perttu was making in his throat, 
coupled with the sight of them, made my inner muscles clench in a good way, and Mikko slid a hand down to 
play with my pussy. Feeling his drummer's calloused fingers stroke my clit had my eyes drifting shut again, 
and | moaned quietly, my breathing going ragged. Mikko set his pace, gentle and slow, an incredible counterpoint 
to his fast fingers. The sounds of flesh striking flesh and Perttu grunting made the weight in me grow, which 
surprised me. His wonderful fingers played with me, and slid in and out of me, helping me to relax and enjoy 
this strange new sensation. He fought valiantly against his own need to just fuck me, fought to last longer, his 
breath hissing out between clenched teeth. 

"Christ, she's so fucking tight" he mumbled, and with a final thrust, | felt his sticky white cum spurting into 
my ass. The feeling, and the knowledge that it was over, made me cry out a little, half in protest and half in 
pleasure. Eicca and Perttu stopped their dance before either one was satisfied, and Paavo led Mikko away to 
clean up a little, but not before removing the chin rest and shoulder block. 

Eicca sat, then lay down on the floor with his legs together. Perttu picked me up, one arm behind my knees 
and the other at my shoulders. He carried me to Eicca and lowered me onto his waiting cock, slowly impaling 
my ass. He was so big, and so hard, | whimpered a little, but | adjusted quickly. Together, they lay me back on 
Eicca with my head pressed to his shoulder. Then Perttu knelt between my spread legs and on either side of 
Eicca's. Watching my face, he pushed his equally hard cock into my pussy, all the way in, in one smooth motion. 
| shuddered, hard. This new sensation, of being filled was staggering. They laughed a very masculine laugh, then 
got down to business. 

At first, only Perttu moved, but then Eicca began to lift his hips and be active about fucking me. Soon, they 
were like two halves of a whole. Eicca reached up and opened one of the clamps, ruthlessly pulling it off my 
breast so sharp pain lanced through my nipple. It was as if there was a line from my nipple to my groin, an 
electric line, and my hips bucked twice when he opened the other one and tugged it off, too. My sore, tender 
nipples were then at the mercy of a master cellists fingers, and he rolled and twisted, pulled and pinched, until 
they were constant twin aches and | was begging through the gag. The two if them increased the tempo, and 
my eyes started to roll back in my head. Perttu's fingers found my clit again, and he worked that little nub 
with accuracy and dreadful experience. What Mikko had started, they finished. | clenched tight around them, 
bucking my hips and screaming as the orgasm rocked my body. My spasming muscles caused the men to 
groan in unison, and they simultaneously came within me. As he shoved himself into my ass, Eicca bent his 


head to my neck and bit me, hard, marking me for the world to see. 


| must have passed out, because when | opened my eyes, | was lying on my side, naked on the floor. | could feel 
the cum leaking slowly out of me, but the gag, bar, and cuffs were gone. | lay there for a moment, 
concentrating on my breathing and listening hard. Had they left me? Was | alone? Almost as soon as | thought 
it, | heard a small noise above my head. | slowly tilted my neck so my head was back, and there they were, all 
four of them. They were all dressed, down to boots or shoes, and they all stared at me with varying 
expressions on their faces. | didn't know what to do or say, so | just stared back. Paavo, sweet Paavo, broke 
the silence. 

"Come here to me, sweetheart:" | blinked slowly at him, not sure if moving would be an option tomorrow, much 
less right then. 


"Your master gave you a commana," Eicca said, voice and face unreadable. | looked down then, wiggling my toes 


to make sure | still could. | stretched my legs out slowly, and used what little strength | had left to roll onto 
my stomach. | took a moment, then wrestled my arms so my palms were flat on the floor, like | would do a 
push up. Finding reserves | never knew | had, | raised my upper body, arms trembling and weak. | brought one 
knee slowly forward, then the other, my head hanging down and breath coming in pants. Knowing standing, and 
therefore walking, were not options, | took the only other route available. | looked through my lashes, fixed the 
position of Paavo's boots in my mind, and crawled. Every muscle protested, loudly. My ass wept from the 
beatings it had taken Concentrating solely on putting one hand before the other, one knee after the other, | 
painstakingly made my way to Paavo. As soon as | reached him, he put his big hands under my arms and lifted 
me to my feet, enveloping me in a hard hug. He held on tight, crushing my arms to his chest and pressing 
kisses into my hair. 

"You did so welll So very, very welll" he murmured between kisses. "I am proud of you, little one." That made 
my throat tighten and my chest swell, that he was proud of me. He turned me to Mikko, who picked me up by 
my thighs and whirled me around, giving my mouth a hard, smacking kiss. 

"Great job! Amazing! I'm proud of you, too, and | can just tell we're going to have lots of fun together!" he said 
as he set me down again. | smiled shyly up at him, then was passed to Eicca He solemnly framed my face in 
his hand and kissed my brow. 

"|, Too, am proud of you," he said quietly, before turning me into Perttu's arms. He held me at arm's length, 
studying me shrewdly. | felt a frisson of dread before a smile bloomed on his face and he crushed his mouth 
to mine. He truly mated his lips, teeth, and tongue to me, leaving me gasping for breath. He grinned down at 
me, a twinkle in his lovely eyes. 

"We are all proud of you," he said. My heart swelled again, and | smiled fully back at him, pleased that he was 
pleased. "Let's get you dressed, and we'll get back to the hotel, clean up a little, and eat" | knew there was a 
reason to object, but | couldn't think what it was until Mikko jingled my car keys. 

"We'll have someone drive it to the garage," he said cheerfully, and he was out the door before | could object. 
Perttu saw my look, though. 

"Don't you want to stay with us?" he asked, sounding a little hurt. | didn't think, | just nodded vigorously. His 
wicked smile was my reward. "Good," was his reply. Paavo and Eicca, realizing standing on my own might be 
more than | could do, helped me on with my panties, jeans, and socks. | stepped into my boots, grateful when 
Eicca fastened them for me. Then | looked at the pile of rags that, previously, had been my black tee shirt. | 
sighed, then shrugged. | couldn't really claim modesty now, could |? | felt Perttu wrap the corset around me, 
and he closed the busk with some fumbles, since he wasn't used to doing it. | concentrated my strength on 
arranging everything in the corset so it fit right, then began to lace myself in, something l'd done hundreds of 
times. | tightened the top, then the bottom, but a quiet moan made me pause and look up. They were staring 
at me again, lust and longing clear on every face. | slowly finished tightening the whole of it, tying it securely 
behind me in a bow, fully expecting them to rip it back off and savage me again, half hoping they would. But 
they just watched, letting out held breaths when | dropped my hands to my sides. 

‘Sometime, we'll have to have you wear just that," Eicca stated throatily. He exchanged a look with the other 
two men, then smiled at me, dissolving the tension. "All set?" he asked, gesturing me toward the door. It 
opened, readmitting Mikko, who looked very disappointed when he saw my lacing. 

"Aw, shit, | missed it!" he cried. | had to laugh, and the others joined me. Even Mikko couldn't frown for long, 
and he said with a smile, "Well, your car is on its way to the hotel garage, and l'm craving a shower." 

"Let's go, then!" shouted Paavo. We went. 


Continued... 


Cleaning 


Author's Notes: 
This one is something of a transition piece, designed to move the story along. That\'s really all | have to say 


about it.. :) 


On the way over, sitting between Paavo and Eicca, | silently watched the world outside the car go by. We were 
in a van, with one of the roadies consenting to drive back to the hotel. My head rested on Paavo's shoulder, 
and my mind was blissfully blank. | wasn't thinking about what had just happened. | wasn't thinking about what 
would happen later. | wasn't thinking about how hungry | was, or how sticky my body felt under my clothes, or 
the strange looks I'd gotten from the crew as |'d silently trailed the band. | simply wasn't thinking at all. Eicca 
started beside me, a thought intruding on his own silent reverie. 

"Sorry, but, what's your name?" he asked, self-depreciation in his voice. | smiled, having forgotten that we 
hadn't exactly introduced ourselves. 

"Heh, ¡Fs Meg," | replied. 

"Short for Megan?" asked Perttu, twisting in his seat in front of us to look at me curiously. 

"No, for Margaret. Margaret Delilah, actually," | laughed, giving my full name willingly for the first time in a 
long time. Mikko also twisted around, grinning. 

"| like Margaret. It sounds, | dunno, Old World" He reached back and cupped my face in his hand. "It sounds like 
something a proper Victorian lady might be called Meg is..common, and you are certainly not common." He 
stroked my cheek before turning around again and tapping on his booted foot, looking back out the window. | 
just blinked at him. No one had ever cared before which name | went by. | was only Margaret to my mother, 
and then only when I'd done something wrong. 

"Margaret it is, then," Eicca stated, and | knew I'd never really be Meg again. She had died on the floor of that 
room in the arena, and Margaret was born there. | laid my head back against Paavo's shoulder, content to hold 
Eicca's hand in mine and let myself drift. Perttu stared for a little while longer, then shrugged and turned 
around, too. The rest of the drive was silent but for Mikko's tapping fingers, something the others were 


obviously very used To. 


We got to the hotel, getting out in the attached underground garage and going up the service elevator. | 
wondered briefly where their security was, but dismissed the thought as | grew more uncomfortable. | should 
be going home. | should be calling my mon, letting her know | was OK and that I'd be there soon | should not 
be riding up an elevator towards |-wasn't-sure-what with four relative strangers who had taken me so easily 
not long ago. Before | could work up the nerve to say anything, though, Paavo wrapped his arms around me 
from behind and Mikko kissed me softly. 

"Don't think so hard," | heard Paavo's voice in my ear as Mikko's lips rubbed over mine. "You'll give yourself, 
and possibly me, a headache." | could hear the laugh in his voice, and my brain clicked off when he nipped at 
my neck. | barely heard the doors open and a new voice say, "All clear, guys." The security must have met us 
at the hotel, and now we were on their floor. Paavo let go, and Mikko backed up, and | could see a burly guy in 


a black tee shirt and jeans. He didn't even glance at me--he must have seen countless women brought up to 


the rooms by one or more of the band. | missed the look of speculation he threw at my back, and his checking 
out of my ass. 

Paavo was the first To peel off, going to the room at the close end of the hall. | thought they shared rooms, 
but apparently not at this stage of the tour. Eicca was next, murmuring absently not to take too long, that he 
was hungry. Mikko stopped, his hand on my shoulder, and Perttu waved as he continued down the hall. Mikko 
opened the door to his room, and | followed close behind him, wanting badly to get out of my now-sticky 
clothing. He went straight into the room, letting the door close behind me, and began stripping immediately. | 
was more cautious, so that by the time he was completely naked, | only had my boots and socks off, and was 
unsnapping my jeans. He looked at me, and | concentrated on breathing while | worked them down, my panties 
coming with them. | didn't look up, half afraid of what he would think, but | stood there in just my corset for 


him. | heard him let out a breath as he drew near. 


to see lust and not disinterest in his eyes. He smiled down at me in that almost shy way of his and turned me 
gently with hands on my shoulders. "The others got to have all the fun last time, so.My turn" He slipped the 
bow and began slowly unlacing me. His fingers were skillful, playing over the top of the corset on my back and 
the bottom over my ass. When it was loose, he reached around me and unhooked it in one motion--either he'd 
gotten lucky, or he'd done that before. Shivering slightly in the cool air, | turned again to face him, looking at 
his face instead of his growing erection He was silent for a little while, and then carefully said, "Let's get 
cleaned up." | frowned a little, but followed his lead, turning again and heading to the postage stamp-sized 
bathroom. | stood a little awkwardly to the side while he turned on the faucet and fiddled with the dials. When 
it was to his specifications, he stepped in, beckoning to me before ducking under the water. | didn't really want 
to get my hair wet, as it had just been washed and took forever to dry, but | didn't see any hair bands or 
pins. Of course, Mikko having shorter hair, he wouldn't need them. | shrugged and stepped under the spray he'd 
abandoned, but before | could wet my hair, he pulled on it, keeping me just out of reach of the water. He'd 
gotten a band from somewhere, and he piled the braid into a bun atop my head, fastening it in place with the 
band. It wouldn't stay forever, but it would do for the time being. | wet my body, glorying in the feel of warm 
water running down my skin, and felt his hands on my back, rubbing in circles. He had used a handful of his 
soap, smelling of pine woods, and was studiously washing my back. | stood for a moment, feeling utterly relaxed 
and at ease. He paused, reaching up to turn the spray to the wall, and | changed directions, giving him better 
access to the front of my body. He gently washed my sore breasts, ran his hands over my stomach, then 
dipped a finger between my thighs. My breath caught, and | put a hand on his shoulder for balance. He 
chuckled to himself, then handed me the bottle of soap. "Your turn," he whispered throatily. | squeezed a palm 
full out, rubbed my hands together, and pressed them to his chest. Rubbing in large circles, | washed the show 
and sex sweat off him, concentrating on the feel of his skin, the roughness in some places and the softness in 
others. | made my way down his sides and to his thighs, but shied a little at touching him there. He smiled and 
cocked his head to one side, then took my soapy hand in his and pressed it to his penis. It was lovely, and not 
at all like l'd expected. Hard, yet soft, too, like velvet-covered steel. | slowly moved my hand over him, feeling 
all that soft hardness, fascinated and compelled. He threw his head back and sighed, so | went down on my 
knees so | could see better (not an easy feat in the shower-tub of the hotel), and | placed both hands on him. 
| lifted him and softly touched his balls, trying not to hurt him but needing to explore. His hips thrust forward 
a little, and | took it as an invitation, touching my fingertips to him more firmly. | rubbed his sack, feeling it 
tighten to his body, and gently palmed it to feel his balls. He made a pained noise, and | looked up at him 
sharply, afraid I'd hurt him, but his head was still back, so | couldn't see his face. He'd reached up and back to 


grab the towel bar in the shower, and | could see his muscled forearms straining. | didn't think I'd hurt him, 
but | released his balls and went back to exploring his cock, sliding a finger around the head, smoothing my 
palms up and down the shaft like I'd heard girls at school talk about. His hips jerked and he reached down to 
catch my hands, finally looking down. "You keep that up," he said, "and l'Il embarrass myself all over your face 
and hair." He helped me up, then poured more soap in his hands, rubbing it on his cock He slid his big, hard 
hands under my ass and picked me up, spinning around so my back was to the wall, and he slowly lowered me 
onto himself, grunting at how tight I'd gotten It ached a little, but the ache was replaced by liquid warmth 
soon, and he held me effortlessly as he pumped into me. | looked down at him and rested my hands on his 
strong shoulders, feeling the way the muscles coiled and bunched under his skin. He looked steadily back at me, 
his eyes dark and his mouth open a little. | slid my hands over his shoulders to his back and felt more muscle 
play. | began to rub, not knowing what else to do with my hands, and to try to help him | wrapped my legs 
around his waist. Immediately, we were closer and he had more room to maneuver. It felt so amazingly good, 
when | thought it should hurt. The bathroom was warm and steamy, and my body felt liquid. My hands were 
back on his shoulders, but my left slipped down and brushed his nipple. He jerked. | felt him jerk inside me, and 
he went still, watching me with hooded eyes. Tentatively, | brushed my fingers deliberately over his nipples, and 
watched his eyes go nearly black with desire. | pinched softly and was rewarded with another jerk and a moan 
from his lips. He nodded soberly and picked his rhythm up again while | lowered my hands to his chest. | 
experimented with his nipples, judging what worked best for him by the sounds he made, both of us locked in 
eye contact. His mouth was open a little more, and he was beginning to pant for air, so | pinched and rolled a 
little faster. One of his hands slid up my back to cup my neck and he pulled me down to him for a breathless 
kiss, and | did two brave things at once--| twisted both nipples and bit gently on his lower lip. With a cry, he 
tore his mouth from mine and came in hot gushing waves, nearly losing his balance in the process. He pressed 
me against the wall, breathing hard, his face buried in my shoulder as | played with his wet hair. | felt pleased 
because | had caused him to lose his control, and | wondered idly if | would be punished for it. | needn't have 
worried. As he got some strength back, | let my feet dangle, thinking he might be done. His hand slid down and 
he pulled one leg back up, so | hitched the other around him again, noticing for the first time that he was still 
hard. What, were they breeding with bunnies in Finland? He set a much rougher pace this time, fastening his 
mouth over my nipple and using everything in his arsenal, even sliding a soapy finger in and out of my ass. | 
soon came, violently, hips bucking against him and hands tight in his hair. When I'd finished, he let me down, and 
we continued washing each other, though we were done quickly and rinsed off. | figured Mikko wasn't much of 
a talker, but | know now he was just shy around me. He wasn't sure he entirely approved of what they'd done, 
despite having enjoyed it, so he wasn't sure what to say to me. He briskly rubbed me dry before gently 
draping the towel around me. | went out to the main part of the room and sat on the bed, watching him dry 
off. Then | realized, if we were going to eat, I'd need new clothes, or I'd have to get back into my dirty ones. | 
hated the thought of that, so | started to gird myself up to asking Mikko about it. He was speaking Finnish on 
the phone--he must have been talking to one of the other guys. When he cradled the receiver, | spoke up 
timidly. 

"Um, Master Mikko?" | asked. He looked over at me, eyebrow raised. "Um, do | just put those back on, or... | 
trailed off, not really knowing how to phrase my question He flicked a glance to the pile of dirty clothes, 
everything except the corset, which he had laid on the dresser. He smirked. 

"Heh, no, Margaret. You won't be needing clothes for a little while. We have time to have those washed for 
you." | nodded as if just fine with this, but inside | was a little freaked out. He was suddenly in front of me 
with a finger pressed to my bottom lip, which | was worrying between my teeth. | looked up at him. "Margaret, 


if you keep that up, you won't have a bottom lip left, and | rather like yours," he teased. "What's got you 
worked up?” | took a deep breath and stared at my fingers. 

"Well." | trailed off, then squared my shoulders and started again, deciding to tell him at least part of what 
was bothering me. "Well, my mom doesn't know where | am, and she'll be very worried by now. | haven't had a 
chance to call her.." | trailed off again at his impatient noise. 

"So call her, then She might send the police out looking for you, and we can't have that, can we?" | smiled 
briefly up at him and went to my jeans pocket, taking out my cell phone and turning it on, expecting a hundred 
messages, each more frantic than the last. | was impressed when the welcome chime dinged and there were 
only four voicemails and two texts. Three of the voicemails were from Mom, but the last one was from Dad. 
"Hey, Meg, | know you're out having fun, and | know you're twenty and deserve to have a night out. However, 
your mother is beside herself. I'm pretty sure you're just out having fun, maybe at some kind of after party 
for the concert, and that you'll call or text when you get a chance. We love you, and we won't bother you 
again tonight” Great. Now | felt really guilty. Here | was, having an amazing time with men she didn't know, and 
she was home, worrying. | called Dad's cell, knowing he usually kept it on all night as it charged. It rang, and he 
picked up on the second ring. 

"Hello, Meg!" he murmured quietly, obviously trying not to wake Mom. The relief in his voice came through 
crystal clear. "Where are you? Are you OK?" 

"Hey, Dad. Yeah, l'm fine, | promise. You were right, there's an after party, and I've met the band, can you 
believe it!" Mikko was watching me from his seat at the desk, eyes a little worried at what | might say. Dad 
made appropriately awed noises, and | continued, inventing as | went. | was usually a horrible liar, but this one 
came easily, maybe because so much of it was true. "Yeah, they want to go for something to eat, and by the 
time we're done talking or whatever, it'll probably be too late for me to drive, so l'm going to sleep here. Yes, | 
know it's not a particularly safe or comfortable option, but this is a once in a lifetime opportunity for me, and 
I'd truly be a fool to pass it up. No, Dad, they haven't kidnapped me." | laughed, sounding a little hysterical to 
myself, and continued, "We're going to eat and talk, in a nice public place, and then I'm going to my car which is 
parked in a garage beside a security post. I'll be fine." | listened to him for a little bit, then said, "Daddy, please 
don't worry about me. | do know what l'm doing, and I'll be fine. | have to go now, | think they're leaving. | love 
you, Daddy. Bye." | disconnected, shutting the phone down again and laying it on the bedside table with dark 
thoughts in my head. He trusted me, and | was lying to him.. 


Mikko stood and then knelt between my feet. | looked at him miserably and he took my hands, unknotting my 
fingers from where l'd twisted them together. 

"Your Dad will still love you, no matter what you do," he said simply. | thought for a moment, and upon 
realizing he was right, gave him a small smile. He grinned and patted my knee just as a knock sounded at the 
door. He answered it in his towel, and | admired his ease in his own skin. Perttu, Eicca, and Paavo walked into 
the room, followed by a room-service waiter rolling a tray. He set up enough food for all of us, and my mouth 
started watering. Paavo tipped him when he was finished, and | waited patiently to be told which plate was 
mine. Silly me. Eicca had other plans... 


Continued... 


Eating 


After taking my towel away and leaving me in the corner by the bed, the guys sat around the desk in Mikko's 
room, taking plates and forks and napkins, asking to pass the salt, and generally ignored me. All but Eicca, who 
watched me watch the food. | didn't say anything, though, having gotten the idea that he wanted me to wait, 
and to suffer. They began to eat, Mikko throwing little glances at Eicca, then at me, as if to silently say, 
"Hurry up, man, | can hear her stomach growling!" At least, that's what | was thinking. 

Finally, halfway through the meal and just as | was thinking seriously about begging, | caught Eicca's eyes, and 
he smiled at me and beckoned one hand. | went to him, hands itching to reach for the remaining plate. | had to 
dig my nails into my palms to stop myself, but he didn't seem to notice. He put a proprietary hand on my bare 
butt, and | suddenly was reminded that | didn't have a stitch on | flushed scarlet, everywhere; my traitorous 
nipples went hard and moisture gathered in my groin. | would have looked down, but he caught my chin and 
laughed. 

"She's gotten inside her head, guys," he chuckled, calling attention to my rosy hue and embarrassing me 
further. He had a half smile on his face and gestured to the remaining plate. "ls that what you want?" he 
asked softly. The attention on me was a little unnerving, but | did my best to ignore it and concentrate on him. 
| nodded, and felt a hard slap on my ass from Perttu. | yelped, then bit my lip and looked at him, bewildered, 
but he just kept on eating. | turned back to Eicca, still confused. He tried again, raising an eyebrow. "ls. That. 
What. You. Want?" He said each word slowly, as if | hadn't heard him the first time, and | thought | understood. 
"Y-yes, Master Eicca," | stammered. He gave a small smile and rubbed the newest sore spot gently, soothing it 
with his cool, callused fingers. 

"And what will you do for this treat?" he asked, teasing me with his hand. | knew he could hear my stomach 
growl, but | didn't know what he wanted me to say. What was the right answer? My eyebrows drew together 
and | thought fast. 

"What..what do you want me to do?" | heard myself say, the barest edge of the thought of a whine in the 
back of my throat. To my relief, he smiled more, showing a little bit of teeth this time, and | felt Perttu's 
hands pushing on the backs of my knees while Eicca pressed on my hips. | lowered to my knees in front of him, 
thinking | knew what was coming, but | was only partly right. 

"Hmmm. What do | want you to do?" He seemed to be laughing at me again, but | didn't get the joke. He didn't 
leave me time to think for long, though. "Well, to start, | want you to kiss my boot.” He had one foot propped 
on the opposite knee, in easy reach, so with confusion rattling around in my head, | bent my face and pressed 
akiss to the top toe of his boot. His eyes glinted, and he cut off a bite of steak, lifted it with his fingers, and 
held it out to me. | started to raise my hand to take it from him, but again, Perttu was there. He stopped my 
arm from lifting and firmly pushed it back to my side, not looking at me, and | wondered fleetingly if I'd done 
something to piss him off.. Eicca held the meat out, and | brought my head forward and opened my mouth, 
which is what he'd wanted me to do all along. He placed the morsel in my mouth, trailing his fingers over my 
lips, and sat back. | chewed, enjoying the flavor and texture, but it was a small bite and gone quickly. | 
swallowed and waited for more instructions, and more food. "That was nice, but | think you can do better, 
yes?" he asked, cocking his head to the side. | mentally shrugged and leaned toward the boot tip again, this time 
pressing my lips to it and actively kissing the leather. | felt more than heard him sigh, and as | sat back, he 
cut another, bigger piece and held it out to me, which | took. His hand lingered on my mouth, feeling me chew, 


and my eyes stayed locked on him. It was as if no one else was in the room. | knew in the back of my mind 


that the others had finished eating and piled their plates and utensils on the cart, but most of my attention 
was on the man in front of me--he had the power right now. "Lovely," he said, "but you've neglected the 
other one, and hurt its feelings" | wasn't aware that boots had feelings, but | played along, bending over and 
pressing my mouth to the boot on the floor in a brief kiss. | came back up, he put another bite in my mouth, 
but this time he didn't feel me chew or touch my lips. He used one hand to undo his fly and bring his cock out 
of confinement. | swallowed and flicked my eyes to it, quickly sweeping back to his eyes, but he knew where my 
mind had gone. "Ah, ah, ah, Margaret, thats a treat for later." | blushed a little again, hating my fair 
complexion, and the neediness that swamped me. He waited until my eyes lifted back to his, and he seemed to 
think for a minute. An idea struck him, and he said, "Your other masters! footwear is left out" That was it, so 
| turned on my knees and looked at Perttu, who was lounging on the bed with his booted feet hanging off the 
edge. | leaned over to kiss his feet, and he moved them out of reach. | sat up, looking a perplexed, but he 
barely glanced at me, continuing his conversation with Paavo. | looked at Eicca, who took pity on me. "You might 
want to ask permission from a finicky cat.." he trailed off, but | knew what to do. | cleared my throat softly, 
loathe to interrupt their conversation, and they both looked at me with blank, steady eyes. 

"Master Perttu?" | said, making it a question. He looked coldly at me, and | wondered again what I'd done to 
make him dislike me. | pressed on, though. "May |..please..kiss your feet?" His wicked smile spread across his 
face and he nodded once, going back to his conversation. | leaned forward again, and this time he didn't pull 
away. | kissed his left boot, then his right. The leather was soft and supple, smooth against my lips, and | 
lingered a bit over the right. When | came up and turned around, Eicca was holding one bite and had another 
cut on the plate for me. As | chewed and swallowed each, he stroked himself, causing a tightening in my body 
as | watched his hands go over himself. Breaking my fascination by clearing his throat, he glanced to Paavo and 
Mikko meaningfully. | turned again and crawled to Paavo, who looked at me before | needed to clear my throat. 
He smiled softly at me, making me a little more comfortable with the situation. "Master Paavo, may | please 
kiss your feet?" | asked dutifully. He gestured, as if to say, by all means. | bent again and kissed the toes of 
high top sneakers, breathing in the scent of laces and Paavo. | returned to Eicca for my reward and noticed 
the steak was almost gone when he handed me a broccoli floret. It really wasn't what | wanted, but | took it 
without complaint, knowing | needed all the food for energy, not just the very tasty steak. When | finished | 
turned to Mikko, who was grinning at me cheerfully, and who had never bothered to get dressed. | smiled back 
at him--l couldn't help it--and crawled over to him. "Master Mikko, may l--" was as far as | got before he 
nodded and sat back with his feet solidly on the floor in front of him. My lips twitched and | bent, pressing my 
mouth to his skin. It was very soft, and smooth with only a light dusting of hair. | took a chance and parted 
my lips, letting my breath out over his foot. He sighed above me and told Eicca what I'd done as | open-mouth 
kissed the other foot. | crawled over and accepted a bite of carrot and a bite of steak, then sat on my heels 
awaiting more instruction. Eicca took a drink from a glass of wine, then motioned me over to him. From the 
bed, | heard, "Tip your head back and open your mouth." | did so, and Eicca fit his mouth over mine and let the 
wine pour in. It was slightly sweet, but not as sweet as his lips on mine. | held the wine in my mouth as he 
kissed me, dipping his tongue into the pool of wine and tracing my lips with it. Finally, he sat back, and | 
swallowed for him, the taste of him mingling with the taste of the alcohol. Knowing my meal was nearly gone, | 
wondered what was next while Eicca softly conversed with Perttu in Finnish. Their tones began to be unhappy, 
and | glanced at them from under my lashes. Eicca was frowning as Perttu gestured at me sharply, then at 
the food. He answered the dark haired man calmly, but there was a storm underneath, waiting to lash out at 
someone. Paavo butted in, and Perttu's face lit in triumph before he sat back, smiling a slightly evil smile. Eicca 


frowned, thinking. Then his face cleared and he said something that made Perttu's smile fade a little. Then he 


glanced at me, and it returned full strength. 

"If you really think she can do it." he said in English, cryptically trailing off. Eicca nodded once and turned to 
me, a fierce and competitive look on his face. | didn't want to let him down, and | sat straight, eyes on his, to 
hear what he would tell me. 

"Perttu doesn't think you can do this, but | have faith in you." Behind me, | could hear clothing rustling and 
gathered that Perttu was stripping. Eicca continued, "You have to get him off, but you aren't allowed to touch 
the ‘normal! sensitive areas: no touching his cock, his balls, his nipples, or his asshole. Anywhere else is fair 
game," he concluded with a smile. My mind was whirling. | was supposed to do whaf?! | slowly turned around, 
my eyes taking in the sight of Perttu laid out on the bed for me, grinning. | started to get a little angry. Who 
did he think he was, not believing in me? Why was he so determined for me to fail? He stared at me, confident 
that | couldn't do anything to get the rest of my meal, and something in me reared up and growled. | stalked 
over to him, and had the pleasure of seeing uncertainty flicker in his eyes. | heard the others laugh a little, 
and something was said about the lamb changing to a lion, but | ignored it and kept my eyes on Perttu's. He 
was propped up on some pillows, so he looked down at me, his smile creeping back up when | paused at the foot 
of the bed. | let my eyes take him in, starting at his eyes and working my way down, letting my gaze show him 
what | thought of him, and | heard him quietly draw in a breath. | took a foot in my hands, glanced up at his 
face, and licked the sole. Then | gently set teeth in and he moaned, surprise flickering over his face. | bit my 
way up his calf muscle, then gave some attention to his knee, swirling my tongue over the cap and planting 
open mouthed kisses over him. He was starting to get into it now, putting his hands on my hair and grinning 
that cocky grin. | wanted so badly to make that grin go away. | got to his thigh, and raked my nails down the 
skin He came up off the bed with a hiss, but | was already licking the small pains away. He lay back down 
slowly, watching me, speculation in his gaze. | worked my way up his thigh, red lines appearing under my touch, 
wetness cooling his skin even as | heated it. | got bold and pushed his leg away from his body, opening him to 
me, spreading his legs apart. He went willingly, obviously wondering what I'd do next. | let myself get lost in the 
moment, not thinking that good girls simply didn't do this, and thrust my Tongue into the crease between his 
thigh and his groin. He gasped and fisted a hand in my hair, his balls tightening to his body in pleasure. | wanted 
badly to move to that forbidden flesh, but | remembered Eicca's rules--Perttu's rules, which he surely must 
be regretting right now. | licked him in long sure strokes, enjoying the taste of his skin and his sweat, and 
really enjoying the way | was making him writhe. | moved my hands to the vee of his hip bones and ran my 
fingers over the skin there. He bucked his hips, crying out--there must be a nerve there. | licked and stroked 
and even bit, riding his body's convulsions as if | did this every day and twice on Sundays. | could tell he was 
close, but | wasn't finished, so | backed away a little. He looked down at me, a look of near pain in his eyes, and | 
gave him his cocky little grin right back. | was enjoying this, immensely. The power | was feeling in a heady 
rush was a comfortable sensation, and | knew | would crave it. | crawled up his body and left kisses on his 
chest, ignoring his nipples and even a large area around them in an effort to make sure | wouldn't accidentally 
touch what | wasn't supposed to. | kissed the gentle swell of pectoral muscle, then moved to his neck, licking 
and nipping the muscles bunched there. He turned his head, giving me more access, and | took it, even swirling 
my tongue over his ear, nibbling on the lobe. | wanted to lay my body across his, so | put my hands under his 
shoulder and lifted, until he got the gist and rolled over. | looked over my new territory and smiled, laying 
myself down and simply stroking my hands over his body possessively. He sighed, his head turned away from 
me, seeming content to let me explore him. | couldn't have him relaxing, so | bit his neck again, feeling him 
tense up under me. | bit my way down his spine, rubbing my breasts against him and feeling him shudder. My 


hands stroked his sides, and | let one hand work its way between his body and the bed until | was rubbing that 


nerve again. He moaned under me and shifted, trying to force my hand to his aching cock, but | would not lose 
this bet for Eicca. | began leaving open mouthed kisses alternating with bites on his ass, careful not to part 
those lovely round globes and get near the sensitive hole. | dragged it out, making him writhe and moan, until 
he yelled something in Finnish and | felt Eicca's hands on my shoulders drawing me away. | sat up and Perttu 
rolled over, motioning me to come back down, and Eicca's hands were gone. | lay between Perttu's legs and he 
spread them for me and touched my face. | knew what he wanted from me, but | was stubborn, so | tongued 
the juncture of thigh and groin again while rubbing the nerves on both sides at different speeds. He fell back 
amongst the pillows, whimpering, nearly begging me to take him into my mouth. | didn't understand why he 
didn't just make me do what he wanted, but | pushed the thought aside and concentrated on driving him nuts. 
Again, he was very close, hands fisted in the bedspread and hips jerking uncontrollably, and | decided to have 
mercy. | bit down and raked him with my nails across his hipbones, and he came all over his stomach and even 
onto his chest. When he was still and gasping for breath, | sat up and smiled smugly at him, checking the urge 
to stick my tongue out. | heard applause then, and turned to see the others standing up and clapping, huge 
smiles on their faces. | smiled happily, noticing the large bulge in Paavo's pants and the fact that both Eicca 
and Mikko had rampant hardons. Perttu stirred on the bed, groaning as he sat up, and cleaned himself off with 
my towel from earlier. He looked up at me through his lashes, mouth open and breath panting. 

"What the fuck was that?" he asked, looking as bewildered as I'd felt earlier. | ducked my head, hiding my smug 
smile from him. His arms came around me and he kissed my forehead. "| am, how do you say it, hoisted on my 
own petard? Hung by my own rope? Whatever, | made the rules, and | am undone by them." He nuzzled my 
neck, holding me in his lap. Eicca stepped over and fed me the last of the food on my plate, the cold morsels 
tasting like ambrosia. Then he smiled his own version of a wicked smile. 

"You notice, of course, that now that Perttu is sated, there are others needing attention?" Oh boy. This was 
going to be fun.. 


Continued... 


